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There are at least thirty watch-towers in the town,
and the stations are models of smartness and clean-
liness. Though so frequent at Irkoutsk, Tomsk,
and the other smaller towns, a bad fire here is
rare.

The morning of the 9th of September saw us
once more en route. The road, after leaving the
town, skirts for some distance the banks of the
Yenisei river, that huge volume of water which,
rising on the borders of China, traverses half Asia
to discharge itself into the Gulf of Yenisei in the
Arctic Ocean, its entire length being computed to
be something over three thousand miles. It is, of
course, unnavigable throughout the winter, though
that intrepid explorer, Captain Wiggins, has satis-
factorily demonstrated that, during the summer
months, water communication between England
and Central Siberia is by no means impossible.

Our axle now gave us a good deal of anxiety,
for before we were many miles out the tarantass
was leaning over at a most uncomfortable angle.
The road, too, was worse than it had been since
leaving Lake Baikal, and every roll the carriage
made gave us the greatest anxiety, for there was
no blacksmith procurable nearer than Atchinsk,
nearly two hundred versts off. It put us out of
our suspense at Kosoulskaya by snapping in two
altogether, although we were going at a. most
gingerly pace, precipitating the yemstchik into the
road, where, had it not been for the hood of the
taranfcass, Lancaster and I should have followed
him.

Here was a pretty  predicament.    Luckily  the